

Loues Labour's loft: 

Dunit A giltNuunegge, 

Ber. A Lemmon. 

Lon. Scucke with Cloucs. 

Nocloucn. 

B mg. The Armifotent Mars of Lamces the almhht r. 

Gaue HeBor a gift, the heire of Iliien ; 

man fo breathed^ that certainehewoHldfighti ye* 

From morne till night) om of his B million. 

I am that Flower. 

Hum. That Mint,. 

Long. That Cullambine, 

Brag, Syvect Lord Longauill, reine thy tongue^- 
Zc^.Imuftrathergiueitthereine; for it runs againft . 

Ij and a Grey-hound. 

Brag. The fwcet War-man is dead and rotten 
Sweet chuckeSjbeat not the bonesof the buried :* 

But I will forward with my dcuice; 

Sweet Roy aide bellow on me the fence of hearing. 

Berowne fieps forth. . 

Speake braue Heftor, we are much delighted* , 

Brag. I doe adore thy fweec Graces flipper. 

Boy, Louesherby thefoot. 

Dum. He may not by the yard. 

Brag, This HeBor farrefarmountedHannihall. 

Thepartieis gone. 

Clow, Fellow HeBor,, (he is gonej (he is two monetbs on her 
way. 

Brag. What meaneflthou ? 

Clo-a>, Faith vnlefle you play the honed Troian, the poore 
Wench is call away ; Ihe’squicke, the child brags in her belly 
already ;tis yours. 

Brag. Doft thou infamonize me among Potentates .? 

Thou (halt die. 

Clow, Then (hall Hcdlor be whipt for Iaquenetta^Hi\%, 
quicke by him, and hang’d for Pompey, th^t is dead by biro, 
T)nm. MofimePampeyl 
Boy, Renowned 

Ber. Greater then great, great, great, great, Pompey ; Tompey. 
the huge* 

T)m.- 


tioues hahatit*! /oj?* 

Atecs more Atcc s ftirre them? 

or (litre them on. 

T>um. Heftor will challenge him. mi r 

Ijif e’hanenomoremans blood in’s belly, then wtU f«p 

Bra^. By the North.polc I do challenge the^ 
fh.l wUl not fight with a pole like a Northern man,* He 
flafh , ile doe it by the (word : 1 pray you let me borrow my 

^^Sw^rRoomefor the incenfed Worthies. 

C/o. He doe it in my (birt, 

Dum. Pompey. . , , 

Mailer, let me takeyouabmtenhoole lower: Do you 
BOtf« Pompey ii vncafing for the combat: what meanc you? 
you will lofe your reputation. -mi 

Brag. Gentlemen and Souldicts pardon me,l will not com-. 

bat inmyfhirt. , , . i. i. n 

Du, Youmay notdenicit, Po^wp^hathmadctnecnallcogeo . 

Brag. Sweet blood?, I both may, and will. 

Pert What reafon haue you fot’c ? 

Brag. The naked truth of it is, I haucnofliirt, 

I go woolward for penance. 

Boy. True, and it was inioyiied him in Romeiot want of Lin- 
:icn : (Ince when, Ile bcfwornchc wore none, but a diihclouc of 
Tai^uenettas , andthat he weates next his heart for a fauour. 
Enter a MepngerjJMomfer Marcade. 

Mar, God faueyou Madame. 

Welcome CMarcade, but that thou interruptefi our 
merriment, 

Marc. lamfonieMadaro.forthcnewesI bringis hcauy 
' in my tongue. The King your father. 

Dead for my life. 

Mar. Euen fo : My tale is told . 

Ber, Worthies away, tht Scene begins to cloud. 

Brag, For mine ownepart,! breath free breath: 1 hauefeene 
the day of wrong, through the little hole of diferetion, and I J 
will right ray felfelikeaSouldier. ExmtfForthies,' 

Kin, H 3w (are’s your Maieftie ? 

I 3 . 
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